



1898 


ny other 
, and so 

That's 
est grail, 
faithfully 
yula and 
t more to 
>xcellence 

reliable 








=) Ci). 


VOLUME XXxXIl. 


ww Pn 


prc RICANys 


SVM. 


nlite 


YORK, SEPTEMBER 22, 1898. 


Entered at the New York Post Office as Second-Class Mail Matter. 
Copyright, 1898, by LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY. 


NUMBER 824, 





























THE PERENNIAL BLUNDER. 


Cupid : GREAT SCOTT! AFTER ALL THE PAINS I'VE TAKEN TO SET THIS TRAP, JUST SEE WHAT I'VE CAUGHT ! 





LIFE: 








Have you noticed the series of letters from 
Porto Rico which are still running in..... 


The Foening Post 


We earnestly request our subscribers to give us a full 





week’s notice of any intended change in their address. Notice 
of change should reach us by Thursday to affect the issue of 
the following week. 

Under a recent act of Congress, paper mail will not be 
forwarded to a new address, no matter whether instructions are sent 
to the local post office or not, unless addressee also sends stamps to that 
office to prepay cost of re-mailing. 

Letters are forwarded without any trouble, but papers must 


be paid for a second time if they are to be forwarded. 





WALTHAM WATCHES. 
The American Waltham 
Watch Company makes forty- 

five varieties of movements 
WHICH ARE FULL JEWELED 
WITH RUBIES, SAPPHIRES, 
AND DIAMONDs. The 

‘¢ Riverside’? movement which 
has seventeen jewels—twelve 
rubies and five sapphires — 
is particularly recommended 
as being within the means of 
every one and as accurate a 
time-keeper as it is possible 


to make. 
For sale by all jewelers. 





HARPER’S MAGAZINE | 
For OCTOBER 


OUR SPANISH WAR 
THE SANTIAGO CAMPAIGN. By Caspar WHITNEY, A 


complete narrative of the greatest campaign of the late war, 
with thrilling personal experiences under fire. 


OUR FUTURE POLICY. By Hon. J.G.Car.iste. A cop. 
servative article in which the author points out the difficyl. 
ties in the way of colonial expansion. 


OUR NAVY IN ASIATIC WATERS. By Witt1am Ettior 
GriFFIS. rapid sketch of various engagements in the 
waters of China, Japan, and Corea, showing how ancient 
and continuous has been the influence of our navy in Asiatic 


waters. 
THE SPAN O’ LIFE 


Part I. By. Witt1am McLENNAN and J. N, 
Illustrated by F. DE MyrBacu. 


Other Interesting Articles: ON THE ROOF OF THE 
WORLD. Notes from my Journey through Asia. By Sven Hepwy, 
SOCIAL LIFE IN THE BRITISH ARMY. Second Paper. Illustrated 
by R. Caton Woopvitte. MR. GLADSTONE. Reminiscences, Anec. 
dotes, and an Estimate. By Grorce W. SMALLEY. AN AUTHOR'S 
READING AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. AStory. By Mrs. Burtoy 
HARRISON. Illustrated by W. A. Rocers. AN ANGEL IN A WEB, 
Part II. By JuLIAN RALPH. WHERE THE LABORERS ARE FEw,. 
By MARGARET DELAND. 


A New Serial. 
McILwRaAITH. 


35 Cents a Number. $4.00 a Year. 
New Yok HARPER & BROTHERS London 


Publishers 





Proofs of Original a) 
Drawings in LIFE. ay 


Bice see: proofs are 
hand-printed on 
Japanese tissue paper. 
Large double-page 
Proofs, framed in GILT, 
ENGLISH Oak, or a 
Wuirte frame, including 
transportation within 
one hundred miles of 
New York, $4. Smaller 
proofs, $2. 

Proofs without frames, - 
but matted and mounted 
ready for framing, at 
half above rates. 


Send Stamp for LIFE’S Picture Gallery, 
Proofs same size as Originals in LIFE. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 


19 West 31st Street, 
N. Y. City. 








CONMYRIGHT FOR GREAT BRITAIN BY JAMES HENDERSON 


UNDER THE ACT OF 1891. 
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: ‘* SUPPOSE YOU HAD GONE TO THE WAR ; WE SHOULD NOT HAVE MET THIS SUMMER.” 
“TRUE, DARLING ; BUT I WOULD RATHER FACE A THOUSAND SPANIARDS THAN YOUR 
AMERICAN FATHER.” 
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The Bills I Cannot Pay. 


HEY rally round my bed at night, 
A grim and ghostly band. 
In tattered uniforms of white 
The gaunt battalions stand. 
I watch them march and countermarch, 
I hear the bugles play, 
As in review they pass me by— 
The Bills I Cannot Pay. 


In daytime, when I walk abroad, 
And seemingly alone, 

They form in unseen companies, 
To other eyes unknown. 

But J can hear their measured tread 
Behind me all the way— 

This faithful bodyguard of mine, 
The Bills I Cannot Pay. 


And yet I would not part with them, 
If such a thing might be, 

For many are the stories 
That these statements tell to me. 

They whisper tales of credit days 
When all the world was gay— 

The days when I created them, 
These Bills I Cannot Pay. 


So leave me not, O trusty friends, 
Your songs delight my ears, 
In hearing them I feel again 
The joys of other years. 
You bring the old-time pleasures back 
In glorious array— 
And so I bless you, every one, 
O Bills I Cannot Pay! Randolph Hartley. 


E have additional evidence of the disposition of Sir Thomas Lipton, 

the new challenger for the America’s cup, in his gift of ten 
thousand dollars for the relief of our soldiers. Our soldiers, it is true, 
are not suffering so much for lack of money to relieve them as for lack 
of the right sort of brains in the right place. Nevertheless, Sir Thomas’s 
gift is welcome, and is highly agreeable for the evidence it gives of the 
donor’s intention to stand well with the American people, if a generous 
spirit will accomplish it. Sir Thomas being the sort of citizen he is, 
there is really a cheering prospect that we shall have a race next year 
that everyone will enjoy, and that will leave happy memories behind it. 

s 


Treatment of a Hero. 
‘*7 HE Admiral is coming,” shouted someone. 


‘Girls, fall in line for kisses!” shouted someone 
else. 


His Latest Role. 


66 SUPPOSE, this season,” said the Elastic Skin Man, 
“you'll go as a Cuban reconcentrado?” 
** Bah!” said the Living Skeleton, ‘‘ you’re outdated. I’m 
just a plain, ordinary United States volunteer, returned 
from camp.” 
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ENERAL MILES'S in- 
teresting interview 

with himself has found 
sympathetic readers even 
among persons who think 
he did wrong to talk so 
freely. During the 

= last six months the 
ae powers and duties 
§ of the commanding 
General of the army 
have been, among 
uninformed persons, a mat- 
ter of much perplexed spec- 
ulation. General Alger and 
General Corbin have seemed 
to be the fountains of all 

| authority, and we have won- 
dered what General Miles 
~ was for anyway, and why, 

> if he were merely a means 

of transmitting orders, it 

would not save time and expense to take 
him out and put in a telephone instead. 
His recent deliverance has helped a good 
deal to an understanding of his position 
and late achievements. He has given him- 
self an excellent notice, and thereis reason 
to believe that everything he said in praise 
of his own behavior was justly due. 
Some time the whole story of the rela- 
tions of Miles and Algerin 1898 may 
come out. It will make edifying read- 
ing for the student of military history. 
General Miles has been in a position to 
know what General Alger has been 
about, and how well or ill he has man- 
aged the interests intrusted to him. 







General Miles must know what difficul- 
ties the War Department had to meet, 
and whether or not it met them as ably 
as could be expected. Miles’s opinion 
in full of Alger and Algerism, together 
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with his reasons for his views, would be 
of the liveliest interest to an observing 
public. Nevertheless, it is to be hoped 
that for the present he will keep them to 
himself. He bas said enough—perhaps 
too much—already. It would seem that 
in the interests of discipline, and for the 
sake of his own reputation, he should be 
chary of further explanations, and, on the 
whole, he can pretty well afford to do so. 





ENERAL ALGER has lately re- 
ceived one splendid endorsement. 
Commander-in-Chief Gobin, in his ad- 
dress at the annual encampment of the 
Grand Army at Cincinnati, spoke with 
feeling of the support given by the 
G. A. R. ‘to our esteemed comrade, 
President William McKinley, and his 
Secretary of War, our Past Commander- 
in-Chief, R. A. Alger,” and declared that 
*‘ never in the world’s history had there 
been an occasion when the experience 
of leaders in national strife rendered 
them so thoroughly competent to meet 
the difficulties encountered.” This tri- 
bute, so far as it concerned General 
Alger, was not only notable, but had in 
an unusual degree the merit of timeliness. 
It will be noticed that it gives the Presi- 
dent and General Alger precisely the 
same rating for competence, an opinion 
which must have been backed by a very 
strong sense of duty. 


N the matter of the recent fight in the 
Soudan between the Khalifa’s wild- 
east troupe of dervishes and a British- 
Egyptian army under General Kitchener, 
American sentiment has been almost 
unanimously on the British side. It is 
well understood in this country that the 
Khalifa is not a reputable person, but is 
addicted to polygamy, Sabbath breaking, 
extortion, murder, the use of liquor, and 
many other reprehensible practices, and 
that his dervishes were marauders like 
himself. Therefore we are glad that 
General Kitchener abated him so thor- 
oughly. 

We anticipate additional pleasure in 
seeing Captain Mahan demonstrate that 
the real cause of the Khalifa’s collapse 
was his defect as a sea-power. It seems 





he had no warships at all, and had to run 
away on camels, jettisoning his wives in 
the desert as he went. His fate should 
be a warning to us to build a good many 
more ships before anyone gets us in a 
corner. 

Mr. Bailey, the American showman, 
is now somewhere abroad, though he 
has not been heard from since spring. 
We hope he will take note of what hap- 
pened to the Khalifa’s troupe, and either 
eschew vice and keep his show in order, 
or else build a fleet in time. There is 
very little comfort in evil-doing nowa- 
days unless one has a-good navy, or, 
anyhow, some fast yachts, One may 
often get away ona fast yacht if it is 
tethered handy to the scene of crime. 

It will be recalled that the original 
Barnum who founded the Khalifa’s 
troupe was the Mahdi, the same who 
captured Khartoum and killed General 
Gordon. Cleaning out the Khalifa, there- 
fore, is the British way of remembering 
the Maine. 








ISS NANCY LEITER, who is to 
christen the battleship JJlinois, 
has been asked by the Women’s Christian 
Temperance Union to use water for that 
ceremony instead of wine. The W. C. 
T. U. ladies feel that the spilling of 
champagne in public at a launching 
accustoms folks to the sight and use of 
intoxicants, and is therefore prejudicial 
to the welfare of the community. They 
don’t at all mind the waste of cham- 
pagne, nor do they believe that enough 
wine actually gets down the ship’s gullet 
to do it any harm. Their whole con- 
cern is about the looks of the thing. 

If looks are to settle it, the use of water 
is on one account worse than the use of 
wine, since it makes the ceremony more 
like Christian baptism, and for that 
reason is offensive, on religious grounds, 
to some imaginative persons. There is 
nothing about smashing a bottle of 
champagne on the nose of a ship that 
will recall any Church ceremony to any- 
one’s mind, but naming a ship with 
water is different. 

It will hardly be prudent, therefore, 
for Miss Leiter to accede to the wishes 
of the.W. ©. T. U. ladies until she has 
heard from the representatives of the 
Church. 
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Literature of the War. 


EOPLE who want to see the proverbial 
silver lining which every cloud pro- 
fesses to hold in reserve, should consider 
the help afforded by the Cuban campaign 
to the periodical literature of our land. 
How, we wonder, could our magazines have 
dragged through the long spring and sum- 
mer months without this splendid stimulus, 
this never-failing interest and inspiration? 
The debt which journalism owes the war 
has been widely and gratefully acknowl- 
edged. Headlines six inches tall, special 
dispatches of excellent domestic manufac- 
ture, daily contradictions of day-old news, 
and pans of self-applause to fill in all the 
gaps, have kept the papers in easy running 
order. Mr. Charles Eliot Norton and Sena- 
tor Hoar have by their unaided and unself- 
ish exertions furnished a wealth of enter- 
tainment to the public; “ free copy,” too, 
which can be extracted from really promi- 
nent men only by pitting them against each 
other like gamecocks, with pens for spurs 
and the accommodating columns of the 
press for their battle-ground. 
All this was to be expected, and when 
the affairs of Cuba are settled, or by way 


*LiFs* 


of being settled, the newspapers will 
naturally sigh, like Alexander, for fresh 
worlds toconquer. Butthe spirited rivalry 
of the monthly magazines, their active in- 
vasion of the field and the perfection of 
their equipment, compel us to believe 
that most of our literary men, most of our 
artists, and all of our amateur photog- 
raphers, have hied them to the war, like 
the minstrel boy of old, with kodaks and 
typewriters slung over their shoulders in 
place of the obsolete harp. The Century 
for September heads the list, with ‘Seven 
Important Articles on the War” printed 
conspicuously upon its cover; but Scribner 
presses hard for leadership, playing Mr. 
Richard Harding Davis as its trump card; 
the Review of Reviews is one long budget 
of battle; McClure and Munsey bristle with 
ships and sailor-boys; and Harper and the 
Forum settle down soberly to discuss the 
situation in a series of political papers. If 
the public doesn’t know all about the cap- 
ture of Santiago and the destruction of 
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to be photographed, and all equally. in 
shadow, like the familiar groups which the 
genial amateur takes every year of summer 
boarders on the hotel porch. Mr. W. J. 
Henderson shows us how a “warship 
community ” gets up and goes to bed, how 
it eats its dinner, mends its clothes, and 
has its hair cut. Mr. George E. Graham 
aims at nothing less than ‘‘a complete 
pictorial record ” of the bat- 
tle with Cervera; and read- 
ers of McClure’s Magazine 
can see for themselves what 
a striking resemblance the 





Cervera’s fleet, it is assuredly not from lack Uy 

of copious instruction. If the public has Ne Spanish officers ap- 
not = — on YY parently bear to one 
problem, “ What shall SY another; with what 


be done with the Phil- 
ippines ?” it is hardly 
because of the novelty 
of the question. If the 
public fails to recognize 





























any of our country’s brave 
defenders, it is not because 
the photographs of these 
heroes have been ynkindly or 
superciliously withheld. 

“In point of fact, our battle- 
ships must have carried over 
the sea aS Many cameras as 
the Mayflower of pious mem- 
ory brought spinning-wheels 
to New England. Mr. Richard 
Harding Davis has enriched 
his masterly paper on “ The 
Rough Riders’ Fight at Guas- 
imas” with pictures of him- 
self, Colonel Roosevelt, and 
their less 
famous com- 
panions, all 
standing 
meekly in line 
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enthusiasm the sail- 
ors on the Brooklyn 
wave their arms and 
caps for Commodore 
Schley; in what com- 
fortable undress a flagship’s crew 
crowds its turret while chasing an 
enemy; and with what praise- 
worthy promptness the officers sit 
down and have their photographs 
taken immediately after an engage- 
‘ment. 
To leave this intimate and lively com- 
panionship, to turn from the correspondent 
and his kodak toa serious discussion anent 
“The Cust and Finances of the Spanish 
War,” in the Review of Reviews; to “ Les- 
sons of Our War Loan,” in the Forum; or 
to Mr. Bryce’s thoughtful paper on “The 
Policy of the United States,” in Harper, is 
a sobering process not to be commended. 
True wisdom listens to all disagreeable 
truths as Mr. Lang listens to adverse eriti- 
cisms on Scott—in the attitude of St. 
Augustine’s deaf adder, with one ear 
pressed to the sand, and its tail thrust in 
the other. If weare going to stop cheering 
and count up costs, we shall soon grow sad 
at heart. All the world loves a soldier as 
well as it loves a lover; but who—as Mr, 
Bagehot pithily asks—who was ever sin- 
eerely sorry for the death of a political 
economist? Rather, if we have any time 
to spare from the cheerful war correspond- 
ent let us give it to the war poet, who 
sings jubilantly month after month, with 
never a hint at figures. This, for example, 
is the way in which Mr, Richard Hovey, 





- 
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who writes on “‘TheCall of the Bugles,” in 
Scribner, thinks that the United States flew 
to arms: 
** Prompt, unconstrained, immediate, 
Without misgiving and without debate, 
Too calm, too strong for fury or alarms, 
The people blossoms armies, and puts forth 
The splendid summer of its noiseless might.” 
Blessed forever be the eye, and the ear, 
and the innocent heart of the poet! For 
there were scenes in the House of Repre- 
sentatives, while the nation was making up 
its mind to free our Cuban neighbor, 
which these lines can hardly be said to 
describe. Agnes Repplier. 
Accepted. 
” HERE are you going, my pretty 
V maid?” 
“T’m going a-golfing, sir,” she said. 
** May I go, too?” * Why, yes, my laddie, 
You may go ’long and be the caddie.” 
W. H. 


Expert Classification. 


OME crooks,” says the man who 
spent his vacation in the moun- 
tains, ‘‘rob banks, others sell gold 
bricks, and some others run 

summer boarding-houses.” 


F we area nation of shopkeepers, why 
was not more ability displayed in the 
Commissary Department? 


HE authors of ‘‘ The Mountebank,” 
published in Lire of September 

8th, are Messrs. Gustay Kobbé and 
André de Magnin. One of these names 
was misprinted at the time, an error we 
are glad to correct. 





A SAIL OF UNDERWEAR. 
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Bribing a Patriot. 


‘« YT is curious that we should meet you every day,” said Polly, rather coldly. 
‘‘Itis a happy coincidence for me,” I gasped. 

Though you can see nearly a whole block up the avenue from our club windows, 
yet I’m always out of breath with the hurry of getting to the sidewalk in time to 
meet them. Polly and the Professor walk at such a virtuous pace. I hate a virtuous 
pace. 

‘* Do you spend all of your time at the club?” 
inquired Polly, with just a glance atthe pile ‘ 
of books under the Professor’s 
arm. 

‘*Nearly all,” I answered, 
calmly, and then tried to 
think of something witty to 
say, which would show that 1 
despised a model man like the 
Professor. Instead I only 
asked, ‘‘May I carry your 
books? ” 

‘Oh, no, thank you,” re- 
turned Polly, gently. ‘I’m 
afraid they are too heavy for 
you.” 

This sarcasm I would not notice. 
The habit of being sarcastic has grown 
on Polly since she bas been attending 
classes at Columbia and has been walk- 
ing down the avenue afternoons with 
the young Professor. If she were not 
the prettiest girl in the set, higher edu- 
cation would have ruined her chances of social 
success, 

‘“We have been talking of an entirely new and 
unhackneyed subject, namely, the war with Spain,” “Gp Geqrenss Hem are 

‘ : windows.” 
said the Professor, in an elaborately jocose tone. 

‘The Professor and I agree beautifully,” Polly hastened to add. * 

** Indeed? How very uninteresting,” said I. 

There was no need of asking what their convictions might be—I knew them. 

‘* Why is it uninteresting for you to hear that we agree?” demanded Polly. 

“‘T mean that it is much more exciting to differ.” 

‘*That depends,” answered Polly, ‘‘on whether people 
are congenial or not. When two people are con- 
genial, there is nothing more interesting than a discussion 
of subjects which they both think alike about. Isn’t that 
true, Professor? ” 

‘*Yes, I believe you are right,” said the Professor, smil- 
ing serenely. ‘‘ It is a matter of intellectual affinity.” 

“‘The Professor has read a great deal—a very great deal 
—ond he has been telling me what to read for myself. We 
have lovely talks.” 

‘‘By the way,” said I, in hope of changing the subject, 

- there goes Mrs, Van Cortlandt. Shall you be at her 
dance to-night?” 

“‘T haven’t time for such frivolous things,” answered 
Polly, crushingly. Then she turned to the Professor. 
‘Mr. Phillips, you must know, is one of our foolish 
jingoes. He belongs to Squadron X, and is dying to go to 
Cuba.” 

The Professor examined me as if I were a new and 
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strange sort of bug. ‘Is there no hope of modifying Mr. 
Phillips’s views?” he asked, in his condescending way. 

‘* None,” replied Polly, firmly. 

‘‘T am a person of strong convictions,” I murmured, with 
an apologetic smile. 

“In other words,” Polly scornfully explained, ‘‘he is 
prejudiced and narrow. I have often tried to make 
him see things in a broader light, but he 
clings to his false theory of patriotism. I have 
explained to him your beautiful ideas about 
the universal brotherhood of man, but 
he always answers by making fero 
cious attacks on poor Spain.” 

“It is evident that he has not 
read anything on the subject,” 
said the Professor. ‘‘I have 
noticed that such is generally 
the case with people 
who support our fool- 
ish government.” 

“He reads the 
World and the Jour- 
nal,” said Polly. 

“‘TIt is necessary to 
know all sides of the 
question,” I mur- 
mured, with a sink- 
ing heart. There was 
no way out of it now. 

‘‘There is not, of 
course, more than one 
side to the question,” 
observed the Profes- 
sor, blandly. ‘ All 
truly thoughtful peo- 
ple agree that it is an 
unjust war.” 

“Then all truly 
thoughtful people are 
no better than your 
mummies.” I asserted 
with some heat. His 
specialty is Egypt- 
ology. 

‘* There is nothing personal 
in my remarks. I merely 
wish to impress upon you the neces- 
sity for reading. Let me recom 
mend to you Dr. Smithsonian’s article in 


the last Pillar, called ‘Why We Ought to 


Love Spain.’ Also that little monograph 
of Professor Goodenough’s, entitled ‘The 
Futility of Patriotism.’ Follow these up 
with some standard works on Political Economy, and I ven- 
ture to predict that you will come to look at things in a new 
light.” 

“Yes, indeed you will,” chimed in Polly. 

“‘ Unfortunately, I have so little time for reading,” I replied, 
fuming over the Professor’s impudence. ‘ But I agree with 
you that it is necessary to be well informed. I have read the 


“ Won't you come in, Jack dear?” 
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articles you mention, though of course they’re rather trivial. 

The best of our modern political works are in German. Have 

you seen Gutenberg’s ‘Die Wahrheit,’ or Marlitt’s ‘Neber 

Krieg’?” 

‘No, I haven’t,” said the Professor, in a doubtful tone, and 
eyeing me suspiciously. 

‘‘They are very strong works, and I advise you to get hold 
of them,” I said, patronizing in my 
turn, “They will clear up several 
problems of the day for you.” 

‘‘T will make a note of them,” 
said the Professor, as he halted on 
the corner. ‘‘ Unfortunately, we 
must part here.” 

The Professor lives in Fif- 
tieth Street, I’m glad 
to say, while Polly’s 
home is ten blocks far- 
therdown. I wish he 
lived in Harlem! 

‘*Be sure to bring 
around those books 
this evening,” Polly 
called out, vivaciously. 

‘**1’l) not forget,” he 
said, with needless 
fervor. 

Polly and I walked 
on in silence for some 
time. 

“I didn’t know you 
were such a student,” 
she said finally. 

“‘A person can bea 
student and yet re- 
main unlabeled,” I 
answered, loftily. 
“The true lover of 
books does not pro- 
claim his tastes on the 
housetops.” 

‘* Would you advise 
me to inquire at the 
libraries for Guten- 
berg and Marlitt?” 

‘*Well, no. Perhaps not. -It 
is possible that those great works have 
not yet appeared in this country.” 

** Confess,” said Polly, with heat, ‘‘ that you 
made those names up. Confess that you are 
too lazy to read even the smallest bit of a 
pamphlet.” 

“‘T’ll confess nothing of the kind,” I an- 
swered. ‘‘ You would tell that conceited prig of a Professor, 
if I shouid.” 

‘* He is not conceited,” protested Polly. 
and frank. He is a very intelligent man.” 

‘‘ He is quite remarkable for a mummy,” I condescended to 
assert. ‘‘ Has more hair on his head, for one thing; their bald- 
ness is generally so disgusting.” 













‘* He is only simple 
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“You are frivolous,” said Polly, looking at me with scorn in 
her eyes. ‘‘ Will you ever learn to be more serious? ” 

‘‘T shall take my first lesson in the art of being serious to- 
night. We vote on volunteering for the war.” 


‘‘Jack,” exclaimed Polly, ‘‘you will surely never be so ° 


foolish as to enlist!” 

‘‘Tsurely shall. I’d rather die for my country than stay at 
home and die of rubbish talked by that infernal Professor.” 

‘*T wish you would be reasonable!” said Polly, and then she 
added, incoherently: ‘‘ You will go and be shot, and think 
yourself very fine and patriotic, in spite of the fact that you 
would much better be doing your duty at home!” 

‘*What is my duty at home?” I asked her, gloomily. ‘‘You 
won’t even let me carry your books! ” 

‘* Your duty at home is to do as much good with your wealth 
as you possibly can. Go down to the College Settlement, for 
instance, and let the Professor give you some idea of sociology.” 

‘“‘Thanks,” I said. ‘‘I and my wealth are at my country’s 
service, rather than at the Professor’s.” 

“You are at the service of a false ideal!” 

‘‘You know my ideal,” I answered, softly. ‘‘I told you 
who she was some time ago, and you’ve treated me unkindly 
ever since.” 

‘* Why don’t you go away and leave me, then?” she queried, 
coldly. 

‘‘You knowI can’t, You know it, and you trample on me.” 

‘*It is good for you to be trampled on.” She was standing 
above me on the steps of her house as she spoke thus 
cruelly. It did not seem likely she would ask me in. ‘‘ Do 
you think,” she added, “that I would marry an idle man who 
does nothing to elevate the world? Whose highest ambition is 
to kill his fellow-men?” 

‘*You can marry a man who will do his best to be killed 





“SAYS NOTHING, BUT SAWS WOOD.” 
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MY GRANDMOTHER’S SAMPLER, 


instead of to kill, if you choose,” I answered, listlessly. 

‘* Tf you vote to-night for staying at home,” said Polly, with 
an inscrutable look on her face, ‘‘ I'll marry you.” 

‘«Truly?” I gasped, in astonishment. 

‘*Truly,” she replied, and vanished through the doorway. 

From that time until the hour for cavalry drill arrived next 
evening I was a much distressed man. I voted for enlistment, 
after many struggles with conscience, but I wished all others 
to vote for staying at home. With a sinking heart I saw the 
men step forward, and I felt as if their patriotic unanimity 
were the sentence of my doom. 

The next afternoon, at the usual time, Polly and the Pro- 
fessor came swinging down the avenue. Polly looked rosy 
and serene. The Professor and I were despondent and glum. 

‘*You look curiously downcast, Mr. Phillips;” jeered Polly. 
“Are you trying to disguise your feelings of bloodthirsty 
joy?” 

‘*I am too kind to show them to those who haven’t my 
good luck. This war is going to lend variety to life for those 
of us who have to go.” 

‘*Mr. Phillips,” said Polly, turning to the Professor, ‘‘ looks. 
upon the noble art of warfare precisely as he does a game of 
college football. But you needn’t expect,” she said to me, 
“that I shall wear violets and applaud you from the grand 
stand as I used to do.” 

“* You might make me a pinball, and give me a tintype to 
carry next my heart,” I suggested. ‘It’s thetraditional thing 
to do.” 

‘* Women are more strong-minded nowadays, I hope,” sniffed 
Polly. ‘Men may be so foolish and wicked as to go to war, 
but women will not countenance them.” 

‘*T cannot understand the mad patriotism which seems to 
prevail even among intelligent people ” said the Professor. 

‘‘T cannot understand why they hate poor dear Spain,” 
declared Polly. 

‘“‘Tt might be well to reserve endearing epithets for your own 
country,” I said, irritably. 

** I'm sure Miss Polly will never yield her reason and her 








-LIFE- ‘ib 





COME WHAT MAY, 


IT 18 A BELIEF TO KNOW THAT OUR WEST POINT GRADUATES ARE BEING SUPPLANTED BY INFLUENTIAL AMATEURS. 


This cartoon was printed in the issue of Lire dated June 9 of the present year. 
As our soldiers have been dying by hundreds from neglect, exposure and starvation, we reprint the drawing, as it tends to 


answer the question now asked by an outraged people: 
‘‘ Where lies the blame?” 


sense of justice to a sentimental idea,” blandly observed the 
Professor. 

‘*No, indeed,” said Polly. 

‘*There ought not to be such a thing as love of country.” 
continued the Professor. ‘‘ The loftiest natures cherish only 
love of man.” 

‘*The fewer such lofty natures are, the better off we shall 
be,” said I. 

‘‘They are very scarce in this country,” said the Professor. 
‘* People here, I have observed. are strangely devoted to the 
government, though its policy is weak and wrong.” 

‘‘T trust that in your next incarnation,” said I, ‘‘you will 
choose your native land with more discretion. Let it be some- 
thing quite respectable.” 

‘* Speaking of re-incarnation,” said the Professor, ‘‘ among 
the ancient Egyptians——” 

But I heard no more, for I devoted all my intelligence to 
counting off the streets we passed, and looking eagerly for 
Fiftieth. 

At last we reached it, and the Professor with difficulty resur- 
rected himself from the tomb of Rameses the Second, and bade 
us a funereal farewell. 

For some time after we left him Polly was silent and pensive, 

‘‘ Well,” she finally said, ‘‘why aren’t you more enthusiastic? 
Doesn’t the prospect of wearing a uniform and brandishing a 
sword fill your soul with joy?” 

““You know how filled with joy I am,” said I. ‘ Incorrupti- 
bility is not its own reward, else I’d feel a little happier over 
giving up the bribe you offered me.” 


‘*Me! Offered you a bribe?” said Polly, in amazement. ‘I 
never did such a thing in my life!” 

‘*But you said, you know, or at least you implied, you 
know, that——” 

“Well, it wasn’t a bribe,” interrupted Polly, decisively, 
‘*And besides,” she added, as she stood on her own doorstep 
once more, “‘ even if it were a bribe, I would not pay it. Girls 
never do, you know.” 

‘Then why,” said I, ‘‘did you make that remarkable state- 
ment? It has kept me alternating between hope and despair 
for a whole day.” 

‘‘I wished to break it to you gently,” she said. ‘‘I wished 
to prepare you for hearing——” 

‘For hearing what?” I asked, impatiently, and thinking 
fearfully of the Professor. 

‘* For hearing that I’d hate youif you wished to stay at 
home. That I’d hate youif you were such a coward as the 
Professor is.” 

The door opened, and Polly started to enter the house, Then 
she stopped. ‘ 

‘Won't you come in, Jack dear?” she asked me, softly. 

And I, of course, went in. Roberta F'. Watterson, 





The Reason. 
OET: Why is it that you never print anything that I 
write? 
Epitor: Well, I guess it must be because you never write 
anything that I print. 
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The Advance of the Season. 
ITHOUT regard to their several merits, it is 
rather refreshing to witness a performance 
~ by actors whose lineaments haven’t become 
y tiresome through their constant reproduction 
in the ten-cent magazines and in the Sunday 
nightmares of the yellow journals. 
“4A Brace of Partridges” at the Madi- 
son Square Theatre has at least the 
advantage of being played by a com- 
pany with unhackneyed faces, and 
whose qualifications have the piquancy 
that attaches to the undiscovered and 
unknown. Miss Sybil Carlisle has 
been seen here before, but the rest of 
the company is an entirely fresh im- 
portation. Theyare all English, and none of them has achieved an 
international reputation. Fortunately for their venture in a new 
land, the piece is of a kind in which English actors excel, and their 
performance is consistent throughout, and on the whole enjoy- 
able, 

“A Brace of Partridges” is light comedy of the very lightest 
kind; in fact it might almost be called farce, but it lacks the dis- 
tinguishing feature of all imported farces—the inevitable doors 
through which the wrong characters invariably appear at the 
wrong moment, thereby causing endless mirth in the foreign 
mind, In its stead is supplied the almost equally useful device of 
mistaken identity. The characters mixed up are, as is most 
usual, a good young man and a scapegrace. Both parts are played 
by the same actor, the distinction between the two being marked 
principally by the wearing of a monocle and a 
frequent change of coats. 

The company 1s a mediocre one, and, as said 
before, is very fortunate in being assigned to a 
piece well within its abilities, The dual 
réle is supported by Mr. Reeves-Smith. 
In both parts he is supposed to be a con- 
ventional young man of the present day, 
but he wears a pair of trousers which 
would be a disgrace to a prehistoric dude 
of the ante-pegtop era, They are almost 
funny in themselves, but are out of place 
on a supposedly well-dressed man. In 
other respects his performance is ade- 
quate, and there are few of our younger 
men who could improve upon it. Mr, 
Shelton impersonates an eccentric waiter 
and wins a laughing success. His per- 
formance does not approach in import- 
ance that of Mr. Louis Mann in “ The Girl 
from Paris,” but what there is of it is 
every bit as funny and carefully con- 
ceived. Miss Jessie Bateman, as the edu- 
cated barmaid of a wayside inn, has little 















SUMMER MELODIES, 


to do but look pretty and permit herself to be loved, in both of 
which tasks she succeeds admirably. The rest of the company 
does fairly well, but is in the main commonplace. 

“A Brace of Partridges” is only a trifle, but it is amus- 
ing. To make a fair two dollars’ worth it should be accom- 
panied by a strong curtain-raiser. As the performance stands, the 
price of admission savors of the green-goods game, backed up by 
highway robbery. 

* * * 


R. STUART ROBSON was never anything but an eccentric 
comedian. Mr. Augustus Thomas has used his clever 
brains in the hopeless task of trying to make Mr. Robson a con- 
ventional actor, with the sole result that in ‘‘ The Meddler ” he has 
given us a rather colorless cross between comedy and farce. The 
piece has clever lines, but the process of conventionalizing Mr. 
Robson has unfortunately also conventionalized both the plot and 
the situations, 
* * + 


HE same excellent qualities, both before and back of the 

curtain, which marked the performances of the Castle Square 
Opera Company last year, are in evidence again this season. The 
same courtesy to patrons, and the same desire to please the public 
instead of bully it, are still apparent. The ‘ Boceaccio” of 
Von Suppe was the first offering of the new season, and was 
creditably sung and acted. Bara slight and inartistic indifference 
on the part of some of the principals, the performance was quite 
as good as could be met with at theatres where exorbitant prices 
of admission are charged. Neither orchestra nor chorus shared 
this fault, and the entire presentation opened what should be a 
very profitable season for the farseeing managers of a well- 
deserving enterprise. Metcalfe. 


HE motion of the Czar of Russia, that we all stop collecting 
armnies and building warships and settle down harmoniously to 
the work of making a living, seems very much in order, and is 
entitled to all the respectful consideration it may get. LIFE is 
entirely of the Czar’s mind, that war is a dismal business and 

meet for discontinuance. The Queen of England agrees with us on this 
point, and also Professor Norton, the Pope, the King of Spain,-« Thomas 
Reed, Lady Henry Somerset, General Alger, Mr. Charles Francis Adams, 
and the Evening Post. We are a strong party. Against us are Emperor 
William I1., Colonel T. Roosevelt, Frederick Remington and 
William Hearst. The rest of the world is of various minds 
and hardly decided enough tocount. It pains LIFE consid- 
erably to admit the opinion that for the present the Hohen- 
zollern-Roosevelt party will prevail. Our side is stronger 
.than theirs, but our methods are peaceful to the 
verge of timorousness, and to make war thoroughly 
unpopular would require measures of real vigor. 
If the hides could be removed from William II. and 
Colonel Theodore and hung up in some very con- 
spicuous place—say the morgue in Paris—as a 
warning to bellicose persons it would do a power 
of good; but that would be impracticable, because 
William is the grandson of the Queen of England, 
and we would hardly consent to skinning him; 
while Colonel Theodore is needed to run for Gov- 
ernor, and would not appear well, detached from his 
hide. 

It is to be feared that there will be just such 
practical obstacles to all measures that are suggested 
for the furtherance of the Czar’s idea. Still, the 
burden of the armed peace which now prevails in 
Europe is crushing, and there has got to be some 
way found for some of the European Powers to get 
from under it. . 





RANKNESS is a vice women catch 
from their husbands. 
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GLIMPSES AT THE FUTURE, 
GLIMPSE 1. 
SNAPSHOT AT UPPER FIFTH AVENUE IN 1930. 
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MR. F. HOPKINSON SMITH. 
The distinguished author, ergineer, traveler, painter, lighthouse con- 
structor, actor and financier, whose story, ‘‘Caleb West,” is now heing 
eagerly devoured by some forty millions of American readers. 





Golficitis. 


OLITICS, pugilism and delirium tremens are the great 
constituents of modern American insanity, the length, 
breadth and thickness of it, as it were,” said an 

up-to-date physician, with impressive solemnity. 

The dead-game Sport looked at the doctor thoughtfully, 

and asked: ‘‘ Where does golf come in?” 

“Golf?” the physician said, with a sigh. ‘‘ Golf, or, more 

correctly, golficitis, must be designated the fourth dementia. 

‘ Yes,” he went on, seriously, ‘‘ golficitis is a permanent 
addition to American manias, and is attracting the attention of 
thinking alienists. This mania differs from others in that it is 
most acute in its chronic stages, and is incurable. Its symp- 
toms are a loathing for legitimate business, an abnormal dis- 
position to copious profanity and nervous irritation, a passion 
for giddy and eccentric garments, a profound contempt for 
truth, a hatred of domestic restraint, accompanied by flushed 
face, and a depraved love of out-of doors. Golficitis is 
not hereditary outside of Scotland, where it has raged for cen- 
turies, and where it has subdued and sobered the natural gaiety 
and vivacity of the natives. Originally introduced to stem the 
wild abandon of the Scotch Sabbath, it might have grown into 
the virulent form it has taken here in America, but for the 
soothing and tranquilizing influence of the musical Hootman 
patois, recently so popular in the Maclaren papyri imported 
into this land. 





‘The mania has taken so dangerous a form here that our best alienists 
are seriously considering the necessity of administering Hootman serum, 
put up in tablets and capsules, to the victims, to reduce the virulence of 

the mania, and produce the amiable, chastened, generous charac- 

teristics we observe in the inhabitants of Lowland Scotland. 
‘‘Something must be done. The spectacle, now observed in 
every township in the land, of men and women chasing little balls 
through the rural districts with sticks, beating the earth wildly 
and yelling ‘Fore!’ must be remedied or the Republic 
will be a failure.” 


“Do you think asylum treatment would work 
a cure?” queried the Sport, anxiously. 

‘* Asylum !” sniffed the physician, contemptu- 
ously. ‘‘Asylum nothing. If you fenced in 
the State of Texas you might have accommo- 
dation for the golfomaniacs; otherwise not. The 
only cure for golficitis is asphyxiation.” 

Joseph Smith. 


IRTUE is its own reward, but we are all 
disappointed if we receive nothing more. 
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THE REG’LAR ARMY MAN 
He ain’t no gold-lace “ Belvidere,” 
Ter sparkle in the sun. 
He don't parade with gay cockade, 
And posies in his gun; 
He ain’t no “ pretty soldier boy,” 
So lovely, spick and span, 
He wears a crust of tan and dust, 
The Reg’lar Army man; 
The marchin’, parchin’, 
Pipe-clay starchin’, 
Reg’lar Army man. 


He ain’t at home ‘n Sunday school, 
Nor yet at social tea, 
And on the day he gets his pay 
He’s apt to spend it free; 
He ain’t no temp’rance advocate, 
He likes to fill the can, 
He’s kinder rough an’ maybe tough, 
The Reg’lar Army man; 
The rarin’, tearin’, 
Sometimes swearin’, 
Reg’lar Army man. 


No State’ll call him “ noble son,” 
He ain’t no ladies’ pet, 
But, let a row start anyhow, 
They'll send for him, you bet 
He don’t cut any ice at all 
In Fashion’s social plan, 
He gits the job to face a mob, 
The Reg’lar Army man; 
The millin’, drillin’, 
Made fer killin’, 
Reg’lar Army man. 

















For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. 





T §EIMORS A NLLy 


They ain’t no tears shed over him 
When he goes off ter war, 
He gits no speech nor prayerful “‘ preach” 
From Mayor or Governor; 
He packs his little knapsack up 
And trots off in the van, 
Ter start the fight and start it right, 
The Reg’lar Army man; 
The rattlin’, battlin’, 
Colt or Gatlin’, 
Reg’lar Army man. 


He makes no fuss about the job, 
He don’t talk big or brave, 
He knows he’s in ter fight and win, 
Or help fill up a grave; 
He ain’t no “ mamma’s darlin’,”’ but 
He does the best he can, 
And he’s the chap that wins the scrap, 
The Reg’lar Army man; 
The dandy, handy, 
Cool and sandy, 
Reg’lar Army man. 
—Joe Lincoln, in L. A. W. Bulletin. 


‘“‘THERE is no such thing as certainty in this life,’’ ex- 
claimed the melancholy man. 

“ Ain’t there?” responded Farmer Corntossel, contemptu 
ously; ‘‘ 1 guess you didn’t never play games with any of these 
men that goes around to county fairs.” 

—Washington Star. 


A SMALL Scotch boy was summoned to give evidence 
against his father, who was accused of making disturbances 
in the streets. Said the bailie to him: 

“Come, my wee man, speak the truth, an’ let us hear all 
ye ken about this affair.” 








The Inter- 


national News Company, Bream's Building, Chancery Lane, 


London, E. C., England, AGENTS. 








“Weel, sir,” said the lad, “‘d’ye ken Inverness Street)» 

“T do, laddie,”’ replied the magistrate. 

“Weel, ye gang along it and turn into the Square, ay 
cross the square——” 

“Yes, yes,” said the bailie, encouragingly. 

“And when ye gang across the square ye turn to th 
right, and keep up High Street till ye come to a pump.” 

“Quite right, my lad; proceed,” said the magistrate, «| 
know the old pump well.” 

‘* Weel,’’ said the boy, with the most infantile simplicity, 
“ye may gang and pump it, for ye’ll no pump me. 

—Tit-Bits, 


A SHADOW flitted across her face; tears gathered in he 
eyes. 

“Its positively wicked in me,” she exclaimed, “to tg 
purchasing so much costly experience for myself, when dear 
Alfred does so need a new straw hat!” 

With that she rose hurriedly and left the auction, although 
at the moment there was being offered for sale a chair worth 
fifty cents, and the highest bid but ten dollars. 

—Detroit Journal, 


‘* PRINCESS STREET, sir?” said a cabby outside a York. 
shire Street railway station, to his fare. ‘ Why, that’s only 
halfa minute's walk from ’ere.”’ 

‘Never mind, drive away,’’ answered the gentleman, 

“But I can’t charge you less than eighteen pence, sir; 
that’s the legal fare.” 

“ All right, my good man; only start quickly, and I'll give 
you a couple of fares.” 

Cabby jumped upon the box with a beaming face, flicked 
up his horse, and shouted jocosely to an imaginary wife: 

“Don’t wait dinner if I’m late, Mary Ann! I’m takin’ the 
King 0’ Klondike to his himperial habode!” 
—London Telegraph. 





FUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. 


Brentano, 
37 Avenue de ]’Opera, Paris. 














A Bottle 


OF 


Evans’ Ale 
contains 


Richness of Bouquet, 
Creamy Head, 
Mellowness of Flavor, 
Amber-like Brilliancy, 
and pungent taste 

of the true bitter. 


em Does not contain a 


particle of sediment. 
Every dealer sells it. 











**Drink HUNTER RYE. It is pure.” 


HUNTER 





BALTIMORE 
aa— RYE, 


PURE & MELLOW, 


The American Gentleman’s Drink. 
For Club, Family and Medicinal Use. 


ny THE BEST 
YEARS WHISKEY 
IN AMERICA 


Endorsed by leading Physicians 
when stimulant is prescribed. 
SOLD AT ALL FIRST-CLASS CAFES 
AND BY JOBBERS. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, 


BALTIMORE, MD. 


a Evening at 8:10. 
A RUNAWAY GIRL, 
Mats.Wednesday and Saturday at? 


DALY'S | 


Dp LEIDEN, 


Cologne on the Rhine, 


Rhine and Moselle Wines, 








For Sale by PARK & TILFORD. 


Sole Agent, ¢. H. ARNOLD, 
27 South William St., New York. 


































22d ANNUAL DOG SHOW 


WESTMINSTER KENNEL CLUB. 








February 


This or was held in the Madison Square Garden, New York City, on 


22, 23 and 24, 1898 
The oftte ial’ publication 


is” a handsome book of about one 
and eighty pages, 64x10 inches. 
famous artist, printed in three colors from half-tone plates. 
five pages of fine illustrations of typical dogs of best known breeds, with 
articles on their chief characteristics and scales of points for judging. 


The cover is an exquisite design 


hundred 
by a 
There are thirty- 


About ninety-six pages contain names of the dogs entered, with their 


pedigree and list of prize winnings, and owners’ 


names and addresses. 


A ‘marked ” edition of the book is published, which gives the names of 


the PRIZE WINNERS in all CLASSES. 
for the dog of 1898, and will be sent to amy address on receipt of 50 cents, 


Address, 
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This is a standard book of reference 
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SOUTHERN PACIFIC CO. . .“S«t,Limited.” 


LUXURY, COMFORT, SPEED, ‘For 
California, Arizona, Mexico, Japan, China, 
Around the World. 


349 BRoapDWAY, AND 1 Batrery PLACE (Washington Building), New York. 
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Write for Illustrated OC 
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your city. . 
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ESTERBROOK'S 


LEADING NUMBERS: 


Pp 
E 

NY | 048.14, 130, 239, 
S 313, Al, 556. 


IN ALL STYLES, 
PENS FOR EVERY PURPOSE. 








The Esterbrook Steel Pen Co. 





| FOR SALE BY ALL S'TATIONERS. 











4 | 26 John St.,N.Y¥. Works, Camden, N. J. 














is the Cologne of the 
world par excellence. 
Every bottle bears the 
label ‘* Johann Maria Farina, gegenuber dem 
Julichs-Platz.’’ Imitations may oof identical, 
but cannot bear the word “ gegenuber.”’ 
Schieffelin & Co., New York, Sole Agents. 























CHEW 


BEEMAN’S 


THE ORIGINAL 


PEPSIN 
GUM 


*) Cures Indigestion | 
and Sea-Sickness. | 


All Others are Imitaticos, 




















“TELL MY WIFE I WON’T BE HOME FOR DINNER.”—Le Rire. 














A What Is It? 


Why, the most delicious and exquisite 


7, Natural Champagne 
Fermented in the bottle. Excels in health 
giving properties. Ask your dealer for it, 


or address 
The New Hammon Wine Co. 


Hammondsport, N. Y. 
thoroughly introduce our productions, we will deliver at 
ae point in the United States east of the Rocky Mountains hav- 


taining twelve bottles 
ing an express office, one assorted case con = pe Wine. and 





H : h of Golden Age, Be 
as follows: One pint oon’ pe Reyne oA botil es of assorted Still Wines, 


B 5 : 
as proeene Dae on receipt of address accompanied with $6. 










i 
t 
i) 
! 





APPROPRIATE, 
And still the dread bacilli dare 
The country’s strength to storm! 
‘Tis pity they're too small to wear 
The Spaniard uniform. 
— Washington Star. 

HOUSEHOLDER (sharply): What do you want? 

BURGLAR (sarcastically): The initiative and referendum, 
of course.—Detroit Journal. 

A PARROT owned by an Arch Street physician gave signs 
of possessing “almost human intelligence” the other night. 
A party of young folks were on the lawn and were spending 
an hourin guessing riddles. Finally a young lady asked: 
“Why does a dog turn around twice before he lies down?” 

Before anybody could answer the parrot croaked : “‘ One 
good turn deserves another.”—Philadelphia Call. 

RIGID RULES ENFORCED. 

Veterinaries of the N. Y. Condensed Milk Company exam- 
ine cows supplying milk for the Gail Borden Eagle Brand 
Condensed Milk, to guard against any contamination. Send 
for “ Infant Health.” Information valuable to every mother. 

* Well, sir,” said Mr. Dooley, ‘‘dam thim Cubians. “If 
1 was Gin’ral Shafter ’'d back up th’ wagon in front iv th’ 
dure an’ I'd say to Gin’ral Garshy, ’d say, ‘I want you,’ an’ 
I'd hav’ thim all down at th’ station an’ dacently booked be 
th’ desk-sergeant befure th’ fall iv night. Th’ impydince iv 
them!”’ 

“What have they been doin’?”’ Mr. Hennessy asked. 

* Failin’ to undherstand our civilization,” said Mr. Dooley. 
“Ye see, it was this way. This is the way it was. Gin’ral 
Garshy with wan hundherd thousan’ men’s been fightin’ 
bravely f’r two years f’r to liberyate Cubia. F'’r two years 
he’s been marchin’ his sivinty-five thousan’ men up an’ down 
th’ island desthroyin’ th’ haughty Spanyard be th’ millyons. 
Whin war was declared he offered his own sarvice an’ th’ 
sarvices iv’ his ar-rmy iv fifty thousan’ men to th’ United 
States, an’ while waitin’ f'r ships to arrive he marched at th’ 
head iv his tin thousan’ men down to Sandago de Cuba an’ 
captured a cigar facthry, which they soon rajooced to 
smokin’ ruins. They was holdin’ this position —Gin’ral 
Garshy an’ his gallant wan thousan’ men—whin Gin’ral 
Shafter arrived. Gin’ral Garshy immedjitly offered th’ sar- 
vices iv himself an’ his two hundherd men f’r th’ capture iv 
Sandago, an’ whin Gin’ral Shafter arrived there was Gin’ral 
Garshy with his gallant band iv fifty Cubians r-ready to eat 
at a minyit’s notice. 

‘“Gin’ral Shafter is a big, coorse, two-fisted man fr’m 
Mitchigan, an’ whin he see Gin’ral Garshy an’ his twinty- 
five gallant followers, ‘ Front,’ says he. ‘This way,’ he says, 
‘step lively,’ he says, ‘an’ move some iv. these things,’ he 
says. ‘Sir,’ says Gin'ral Garshy, ‘dye take me f'r a dhray?’ 
he says. ‘I'masojer,’ he says, ‘not a baggage car,’ he says. 
‘I'ma Cubian pathrite, an’ I'd lay down me life an’ th’ lives 
iv iv'ry wan iv th’ eighteen brave men iv me devoted army,’ 
he says, ‘ but I'll be dam‘d if I carry a thrunk,’ hesays. ‘I'll 
fight whiniver ‘tis cool,’ he says, ‘an‘ they ain't wan iv these 
twelve men here that wudden t follow me to hell if they was 
awake at th’ time,’ he says; ‘ but,’ he says, ‘if it was wurruk 
we were lookin’ f'r we cud have found it long ago,’ he says. 
*‘They’se a lot iv it in this country that nobody's usin’,’ he 
says. ‘What we want,’ he says, ‘is freedom,’ he says, ‘an’ if 
ye think we have been in th’ woods dodgin th’ savage corry- 
spondint fr two year,’ he says, ‘ f’r th’ sake iv r-rushin’ yer 
laundhry home,’ he says, ‘ ‘tis no wondher,’ he says, ‘ that th’ 
r-roads fr'm Marinette to Kalamazoo is paved with goold 
bricks bought be th’ people iv yer native State, he says. 

“So Shafter had to carry his own thrunk, an‘ well it was 
f'r him that it wasn't Gin'ral Miles, th’ weather bein’ hot. 
An’ Shafter was mad clear through, an‘ whin he took hold iv 
Sandago an’ was sendin outinvitations, he scratched Garshy. 
Garshy took his gallant band iv six back to th’ woods an’ 
there three iv thim ar-re now, ar-rmed with forty rounds iv 
canned lobster an’ ready to.r-raysist to th’ death.’ 

—Chicago Journal. 

“ THAT was a good old motto,” said the statesman who 
was considering the Philippine question; “‘ Be sure you’re 
right and then go ahead.’ ” 

Yes,” replied the friend; ‘it’s a safe guide for every 
occasion.” 

‘I don’t agree with you there. There are circumstances 
where it must be revised to make it fit. When you find your- 
self in a position where you can't be absolutely sure my 
motto is, ‘ Be sure you’re wrong before you back out.’” 

— Washington Star. 
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Dressing 


> The best Shoe Dressing in the world 
§ The genuine 1s made only by Robert 


2 H. Foerderer, Philadelphia, manu- ¢ 


> facturer of the famous 


VICI KID 


3 Ask your dealer for Vici Leather ? 
. Dressing, and be sure the trade- $ 
Bg mark with the name of the maker, § 


3is on each box or bottle. Imita- 
5 tions may ruin your shoes. 
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= tamenemien? California and Back 
176 pp., 176 illustra- 
tions, 5 cents, 

The [oki Snake Dance 


60 pp., 64 illustra- 


tions. 8 cents. 
Grand Canon of Colo- 
eS rado River. 82 pp., 
15 illustrations. 2 cts. 


New Mexico Health 


Resorts. 80 pp., 31 
illustrations, 2 cts, 
00 ~ Arizona Health Re- 
sorts, 72 pp., 18 illus- 
trations. 2 cts. 
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They tell the story 


of wonderful sights and scenes, 
and special resorts for tourists 
ally homeseekers in the Great 
They’ are published by the 


Santa Fe Route, 
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are literary and artistic, and will 
4 make you better acquainted with 
( the attractions of your own land. 
C. A. HIGGINS 
2 A. G.P.A.,A.T.& 8.F. R’y, CHICAGO. 
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No 
More 
Toothache. 


Dentifrices 


ENEDICTINS 


de Soulac, 


For the Teeth. 


BENEDICTINS’ DENTIFRICES, 


24 & 26 White St., N.Y. 








AN 


AMERICAN 
TRAVELER. 











“IT would not have believed that there could 
be such luxury in a thousand-mile journey as 
I found on the New York Central, between 
New York and Chicago,” said a distinguished 
American who had spent the past fifteen years 
abroad. ‘‘There is nothing to equal it in all 
Europe.” 


For a copy of ‘‘ The Luxury of Modern Railway 
Travel,” send two 2-ceut stamps to George H. 
Daniels, General Passenger Agent, Grand Cen- 
tral Station, New York. 














PLEASE 
TRY 






pyCANDY CATHARTIC 
>: 
SULATE THE LINER 
































THE GENTLE ART OF FLOTATION. —From Moonshine. 
















































TOURS TO THE UPPER 
SOUTH, 

Two Personally-Conducted 
Tours via Pennsylvania 
Railroad to Gettysburg, 
Luray, Natural Bridge, 
Richmond, Washington, 
&e. 


September 28 and October 19 are the 
dates selected by the Pennsylvania Rail- 
road Company for its two early Autumn 
tours to the Battlefield of Gettysburg, 
picturesque Blue Mountain, Luray Cav- 
erns, the Natural Bridge, Virginia Hot 
Springs, the cities of Richmond and 
Washington, and Mt. Vernon. 

The round-trip rate, including all nec- 
essary expenses, is $65 from New York, 
$63 from Philadelphia, and proportion- 
ate rates from other points. 

Each tour covers a period of eleven 
days, and will be in charge of one of 
the company’s Tourist Agents. He will 
be assisted by an experienced lady as 
Chaperon, whose especial charge will 
be ladies unaccompanied by male 
escort. 

Special trains of parlor cars are pro- 
vided for the exclusive use of each 
party, in which the entire round trip 
from New York is made. 

For detailed itinerary apply to Ticket 
Agents, or to Tourist Agent, 1196 Broad- 
way, New York, 789 Broad Street, New- 
ark, N. J., or address Geo. W. Boyd, 
Assistant General Passenger Agent, 
Broad Street Station, Philadelphia. 
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«GRIT, GUMPTION AND GUNNERY!” 


THE YANKEE NAVY 


BY 


TOM MASSON. 


NOW READY. 


Profusely Illustrated with Original Drawings and by Old Prints of 
the Period, 


Price, $1.00, bound in cloth, with cover in colors. 





This work, while being an accurate narrative of the achievements of the American 
Navy from its inception to the destruction of Cervera’s fleet, possesses all the interest and 
excitement of a story of adventure. 

The only book on the subject that presents in condensed form the complete history of 


our Glorious Navy. 
Other attractive books, illustrated by the best artists, will follow in proper season. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
19 and 21 West 3ist St., New York. 





LIFE 


September 22, 1993 




















IF WE HAD ONLY RETAINED ELIZABETHAN IDIOMS. 


Ist Reduced Comedian: GOOD DEN, BROTHER SWIPES, GOOD DEN. I AM AN ARRANT KNAVE IF IT BE LESS 
THAN A SEVEN-NIGHT SINCE I HAVE MOISTENED MY PARCHED THROAT WITH A TASTE OF BEER ; COME, LET SOR- 
ROW WAG, AND LET ME COOL MY TEETH AGAINST THY CANNIKIN,. 

Reduced Tragedian : MARRY AN’ BESHREW MY HAND, BUT THY WIT IS FORCIBLE, AND YOU DESERVE WELL 
FROM ME, NEIGHBOR LACY. TO HAVE A DRINKING BOUT WITH THEE WOULD WELL BECOME ME. 
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The Ideal French Tonic 
FOR BODY AND BRAIN 


‘Since 1863, Endorsed by Medical Faculty. 


immediate lasting efficacious agreeable 
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: g a ine? OSE: 


M) Transparent e as s crystal. The : aoe 4 

P ly hygienic properties and absolute /, 

~ purity, as well as the refined and deli- 

RY cate perfume of this toilet soap, have ¥ 

g placed it at the apex of all. | 


SOLD UNIVERSALLY. SAMPLE CAKE 15 CENTS. 
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Chocolates ana 
Confections 


Eve fece a delicacy, done up in 
"tempeing style. Ask for them. 
eeemaN*s 
INSTANTANEOUS cuecen.eee 
rfect in flavor and quality, d& @ 
itelou us and healthful. Made in- 
stantly with boiling water. 


STEPHEN F. p Aig OR: 5 et 
ts Chestnut 8 


The Edition lle Luxe if Wishes 


has a reputation, and is, 
in fact, the finest goods 
in the market. It has 
the call over all others. 
We refer to that well- 
known thoroughbred, 
the 


Old Crow Rye 


Buy only of reliable 
houses, thus avoiding 
imitations. All really 
fine goods are countef 
feited. 


H.B. KIRK & CO. 
Established 1853. 
69 Fulton St., 
also B’way & 27th St., N. ¥, 
Agents for the Great Western 
Champagnes. 























